Fey and Fair 


Author: Archimedes 


Bands: Led Zeppelin 


Characters: Jimmy Page, Robert Plant 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Mon Jun 29 2015 0610:26 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


one 


Author's Notes: 
Warning for mature themes and language. 


Everything in Robert's life is bright: the lush countryside he lives in, bottle-blonde girls he sneaks backstage, 
with their scarlet lipstick and glittering shoes, stage lights that wash over the audience and blind his vision. His 


world is that of a summer dawn, and his heart is cradled in warmth. 


But not James - no, Jimmy. That is what he likes to be called. Jimmy is beautiful in the way of clear right 


skies and savage storms, his hair a tumble of shadows and a fey gleam in his large, drooping eyes. 
The first time Robert sees him, strolling along a driveway, cigarette stuck between full lips, he is struck dumb 
by Jimmy's darkness. His heart stutters and, for a brief moment, forgets its role. And he feels..an unusual, 


overwhelming desire to possess, to own this slip of a boy whose big smile belies how peculiar he is. 


Robert clenches his fists beneath his long sleeves. 


He has to get this audition. He has to be near him. 

Jimmy, for whatever reason, is impressed with Robert's singing. Robert licks his dry lips and accepts the offer. 
During rehearsal in the cramped living room, Jimmy keeps his gaze lowered, curls falling over his brow, fingers 
flying across the strings of his guitar. Sweat slides down his face and pools at the hollow of his throat, and 
Robert swallows. 

When the others go to the kitchen for a water break, Robert gives a sly grin and presses a folded note into 
Jimmy's tight, hot fist. Jimmy saunters over to the windowsill and sits down, pushing his hair out of his eyes. 
He opens the note, reads it, and then glances at Robert, looking utterly unamused. 


From his position on the sofa, Robert gives a cheeky smile and mouths a kiss. 


Jimmy rips the paper in half, the noise abrasive and piercing in the otherwise quiet room. But instead of 
throwing the pieces away, he tucks them into his trouser-pocket. 


| bet youd look adorable grasping at my bed sheets, the note had read. 


eR 


Robert is used to being in control. He never gets angry, never allows himself to trip and fall too hard. If he 


stumbles, it is on purpose, on stage, for all to see and laugh at and adore. 
On a Saturday afternoon, Jimmy invites the band to his house and Robert to his bedroom. 


Books are scattered everywhere, in precarious piles on the floor, falling over each other on the shelves, 
shoved into cardboard boxes and a small black suitcase at the end of the unmade bed. The place smells of age 
and paper and smoke. Sunlight filters through the window and paints the floor. 


Jimmy sits on the bed, thin shoulders hunched and knees parted, and studies Robert with his pale, green eyes. 


"Uh, nice place," says Robert. "Did you decorate it yourse - 
"You can kiss me." 
"What?" Robert says, and blinks, wondering if he heard wrong. 


Jimmy does not reply, but begins to fiddle with the incense sticks on a nearby side table, picking up a box of 
matches. Dazed, Robert walks up to him and lifts his chin with a finger, halting the other boy's actions. He 
bends and presses their lips together, and the world seems to pitch sideways. He tastes fire and starlight and 
shadows, and sinks his fingers in Jimmy's soft curls, deepening the kiss, needing more. Jimmy does not return 
the kiss, but offers no resistance, and Robert's finds himself growing irascible. 


He pushes Jimmy's back onto the bed, straddling his slender hips and pinning his arms above his head, and 
fumbles to open the top buttons of his shirt. 


Someone raps at the door and Robert tears himself away. Jimmy is still lying beneath him, panting a little and 
shirt dishevelled, but otherwise unruffled. Robert grits his teeth. He wants him now, wants him to writhe and 


sob and scream his name. 
"Get outta there!" Bonzo's voice buzzes through the door. "We need to rehearse." 
"Coming," Jimmy says, but rolls his hips up just so, and Robert gasps, loses his balance, and falls off the bed. 


eR 


It is difficult to please Robert. He acts as if it is not, smiling while girls play with his hair, moaning when they 
grind against him. After all, he likes girls. In the morning he makes them coffee and toast with marmalade, sees 


them off, and forgets about them by noon 


Jimmy only has to hold his bow between long, brittle fingers and tap it against the trembling strings of his 
guitar, and Roberts mouth goes dry. Beneath them, the crowd roars, waving banners and stamping their feet. 
Jimmy flicks his kohl-rimmed eyes to Robert's, and then down again. He does something with the bow and pulls 
this sound from his guitar, like a drawn-out wail, and Robert throws back his head and forgets to sing. 


RK 

Jimmy's ribs are prominent beneath his pale, papery skin. He lies on the plaid sofa, a sheen of sweat on his 
brow. Robert stares at him during rehearsals, gnawing his fingernails, and wants to take him to a doctor. But 
every time he brings it up, Jimmy gets pissy and snaps at him, or storms away. So Robert tucks a lock of 
hair behind Jimmy's ear and gently presses their lips together. 


"Cut the saccharine crap and fuck me," says Jimmy. 


Despite himself, Robert feels a lump in his throat. "You're so thin" He takes Jimmy's hand and squeezes, half- 
afraid that he will break the fragile bones. 


Jimmy fixes him with a strange, sombre look. "Don't fall in love with me," he says in a quiet voice. "| don't do 


love. It's not in my nature." 


Too late, Robert thinks bitterly. After a pause, he grins and says, "You flatter yourself” 


